[444]
" Do you really mean that ? People say that witnesses let themselves in for more trouble than anything else."
" Before the examining magistrate sometimes, or with the lawyers ; but not with us, if they have really been useful to us.... On the contrary, this is a place where we know the meaning of the word * gratitude.* Hallo, I hear Monsieur Lespinas's voice. Fll just go and see what's happening. I'll be back in a moment."
Quinette was left in the office, whose exact function he did not know, but which was, in any case, a police office. He could have sipped the pleasure of his presence in such a place if only he had had any leisure for that kind of appreciation. But his head was going round and round. He was intoxicated with the prospect of having to choose among several visions of the immediate future which rivalled one another in intensity. He could not bring himself to give up any of them. He postponed any debate inside himself which would involve separating them from one another. He hoped that, by dint of floating together before his eyes, they would end by merging into a single whole. This logical man reached the point of wishing that his reasoning power would leave him alone. The inspector came back. " Come this way." They left the office together.
** This is serious business now. Above all, don't try to make any suggestions to yourself. Don't even ask yourself any questions. Your first glance will have to tell you yes or no."
They turned down a long passage. About twenty yards, About twenty seconds in front of him. Not a question any longer of toying with a choice as he stroked his beard. Less than twenty seconds, and he would come to a cross-road of events which you reached like a car going at full speed. Turn to the right or turn to the left. No middle course. And no time to hesitate.
The inspector opened a door. Quinette caught a glimpse of M. Lespinas sitting at a little table, and several men sitting

